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Memories and Autobiography
of Jens Lind
I don't know if I can write anything that will read any
different from thousands of other immigrants that came to
make their home in the U.S.A.
The reason I came was mostly because of economic
conditions. Another was adventure and restlessness which
many young people suffer from in our days, too.
I was born close to the east coast in Jutland, Denmark,
September 30, 1892. We were eight in the family: our
parents, three brothers and three sisters and, of course, poor
as church mice, like thousands of others.
When I was ten years old I was hired out to a farmer . He
was a poor manager and I was the only hired help he had or
could afford. My wages for a year were room and board,
two pounds of wool and all the wooden shoes I could wear
out. The shoes were a small item in the summertime as I
always went barefoot. The food was not too bad. But my
room was something else again: a little six by eight foot
corner partitioned off in the horse and cow barn with no outside ventilation. But it was nice and warm in the winter.
Working conditions on the farms in those days were not
good.
We didn't have much religion in our home, but Mother
insisted that we learn the Lord's Prayer. At that time I
thought the part of the Lord's Prayer where we ask, "Give us
this day, Our daily bread" was very important. If he would
take care of that part we would be all right. I never knew any
of the working-class people to attend church except to have
another baby baptized or a child confirmed. And the church
didn't do anything to help.
It was compulsory to have Bible study in the public
school. By the time I was fourteen and confirmed, I thought
if I knew and tried to obey the Ten Commandments I could
get by okay.
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When I was seventeen I started as an apprentice in the
bricklayer and plasterer's trade. That was another three
years of little earnings. The last year of my apprenticeship I
worked in one of the biggest cities in Denmark. There I
learned a lot of things that didn't belong to the bricklayer's
trade. In my teens I had gotten pretty well acquainted with
"John Barley Corn" and had a lot of bouts with him. But I
was afraid of girls. I saw too many examples of where boys
and girls and a few bottles of wine ended up with a
pregnancy and marriage or an illegitimate child and I was
not ready for that. A little rhyme says "Candy is dandy, but
liquor is quicker," and that was true in Denmark also.
When I was twenty years old I got my certificate as a
bricklayer and started to earn big money, but also spent it as
fast as I made it. That fall and winter I worked on the
railroad with a lot of other bums doing hard work for very
little pay.
In the spring of 1914 my older brother offered to loan me
enough money for a ticket to America, "the land that flows
with milk and honey." A few years later I heard another
name for America that fits equally well. That was from a
soldier in a hospital in Paris who had both legs amputated
above the knees and was being sent home to the States.
When they wheeled him out of the ward he waved to us and
said, "Goodbye boys, I'm going back to the land of ham and
eggs."
My cousin, Ingemann Jensen, who had emigrated the
year before I did, wrote and sent me an address in Antelope,
Montana. I left Denmark without much regret except a sad
farewell to my mother, brothers and sisters. My father had
passed away a few years before.
I had a friend who had learned the blacksmith trade. We
had roomed and boarded together one winter. He also
decided to emigrate to America . The blacksmiths in Denmark were considered to be strong men from swinging
the big hammer all day long. I felt I was in good company
with him and we left Denmark on the same ship. From
Copenhagen we boarded a brand new steamship, "King
Frederik," one of the ships on the Scandinavian American
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Steamship line. Most of the passengers were Scandinavians
so we understood each other and the sailors were Danes.
The biggest attraction when we came to New York was
that big friendly lady with the torch, ''The Statue of
Liberty," who welcomes everybody, whether you come from
Skid Row or a castle. I think the Statue of Liberty should be
included as one of the seven man-made wonders of the
world.
After leaving the King Frederik, all the immigrants were
put on a little boat to Ellis Island for a final screening. That
place you could compare to a big hopper into which all
were put, coming out on a screen, sifted, and those of us that
could fall through were supposed to be good enough for the
melting pot that has made America. Maybe it wasn't all good
that went through the screen, but if you were young and
looked healthy, that was the most important. You were
supposed to have twenty-five dollars to sustain you until
you found work. But if you had a ticket to as far west as
Antelope, Montana, I believe they would let you through
with twenty-five cents.
On the ship coming over we exchanged our Danish
money for American money. I had a little over fifteen
dollars. I had three five-dollar gold pieces. The inspector that
checked me thought, for sure, I had been gypped and given
three new pennies. When he saw they were real he swore and
said in Danish "You can soon eat that up before you get to
Montana." On Ellis Island my blacksmith friend and I
parted. I never saw him again.
When I came to Antelope, Montana, Thomas Sundsted
was there to meet me. I was glad he was a Dane and could
understand what I said. By that time I was in need of food,
shelter, and a few friends. I found all of it when Thomas
took me to his home where a sister, Katrina, and two older
brothers, Erik and Anton, also had their home.
Here I want to say I wish I could express my feeling as to
what Thomas' friendship has meant to me for over a period
of more than fifty years. He was like an older brother,
always willing to overlook my mistakes and reach out a
helping hand when needed. Now he has gone to his rewards
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Between them , they had about twenty girls of marrying age.
The bachelors got busy and now after fifty years have gone
by, they have populated a big part of the community.
The area where Sundsteds settled was called "Racine
Valley" because some of the settlers came from Racine,
Wisconsin. Andrew Larsen, one of these homesteaders, a
blacksmith by trade, was big and husky but not easy to get
along with. He liked to fight. One neighbor, Peder Lerager
wouldn't fight, just lay down, which made the blacksmith
disgusted. Another neighbor, Soren Nielsen, fought with
him. But he finally went "bughouse" and was sent to Warm
Springs where he lived to be an old man. One time Thomas
Sundsted was collecting for church work. He contacted
Andrew, but he refused to contribute. Thomas told him, "If
you don't give to God's work, God might stop your wheat
from growing." The blacksmith wondered about that until
evening when he went to gather eggs. He got an egg from
each of his hens. When he came back to the house he said to
the hired man, "By golly, if God can stop my wheat from
growing, he sure can't stop my hens from laying eggs." Then
he felt better.
In the fall of 1915 when the threshing was done, Thomas
suggested the two of us take a trip to Iowa and Wisconsin.
Thomas had relatives in Iowa and a brother in Racine, Wisconsin. I was real glad to go. That was a wonderful trip for
me. We had lots of time to visit friends and his relatives. And
Thomas was a good companion and a real pal to me. We
spent Christmas at his brother's home in Racine. Thomas
stayed and went to college there that winter. I went to Des
Moines, Iowa, and spent three months at Grand View
College where I tried to learn a little more English.
In the spring when school was out I drifted through Iowa,
South Dakota, and Minnesota, working as a farm hand,
bricklayer, and on bridge construction. In Minnesota "bed
bugs" discovered me. I was just what they had been looking
for and I learned real fast that I could never win. When a
skid row bum I had been working with suggested we go to
Minneapolis, I was ready to change location. But not to the
red light district in Minneapolis where he liked to be. The
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Northern Pacific was hiring help to work some place in
"Dakota." And for one dollar, you could ride the cushions to
where the job was. Most of those passengers were I.W.W.'s,
Industrial Workers of the World. What money I had saved
during spring and summer I sent to Montana. The company I
was associated with at the time was no place for a man with
money in his pockets.
Another fellow on the train suggested we get off at Fargo.
He was about my age but was more experienced in traveling
on the railroads without paying fare. We rode the freight to
Devils Lake and hired out as haying hands for one dollar a
day. We worked one day and quit, leaving without our
dollar. We hunted up the city cop and got permission to
peddle a pistol my dad had. We sold it for three dollars in the
Jungle. We had a good meal before we left on the next freight
west. That freight ride was a bad deal. The brakeman chased
us off with a pick ax handle. The brakeman on the next
freight collected fares with the same tool. He took my last
seventeen cents but let us ride. In Towner, North Dakota, we
got off and sold my pal's razor hone for twenty-five cents.
So we had coffee and doughnuts. By that time I was getting
hungry and ready to go to work. We got a job on Eaton's
Ranch. They had a big haying crew. My pal had a runaway
the first afternoon, was paid off with twenty-five cents that
night and left. I stayed a month, was paid thirty dollars and
headed back to Montana where harvest was about to begin.
That year harvest was small with so much rust in the grain.
Thomas Sundsted and Ella Johnson were married that
summer. It was a big asset to the Sundsteds and their farm
operations with so much hired help to wash and cook for.
About that time they bought their first Maytag washing
machine with a gas motor. Ella was a good cook and housekeeper and both Marie and I like Ella's home-cooked meals
once in a while in her room at the Plentywood Manor where
she now lives.
When I left Denmark in 1914 I didn't realize what a
powder keg Europe was. But a few months later it blew up
and of course Uncle Sam had his fingers in the mess before it
ended. By that time I had signed the "Declaration of
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Intentions" that I wished to become a citizen of the U.S.A.
So when war was declared between Germany and the United
States, April 6, 1917, and Uncle Sam needed soldiers, I was
good material for that purpose, and had no excuse for not
going in the army.
Before I was drafted, October 25, 1917, I had looked for
a homestead and found one forty-five miles north of
Hinsdale, Montana. My brother Carl and Otto Sorensen had
also located there. The land was hilly and full of rocks. It
wasn't fit for cultivation. A neighbor there offered to haul
the lumber and build a shack for one hundred dollars. The
poor man had a big family, but didn't own a saw. I gave him
five dollars to buy a saw and told him he could leave it in the
shack when it was done. The two winters and one summer I
was in France the wild mustangs that roamed the prairie
north of Hinsdale found shelter in my shack. When my
brother Carl went back to his homestead in 1919 my shack
was ruined but the saw was hanging on a nail on the wall.
Carl sent the saw to me. I still have it now some fifty years
later. I never saw the place again, but I would like to shake
hands with the man who built the shack if he's still around.
A very honest fellow.
I was called from the Dagmar Community in Sheridan
County, Montana, in the second draft on October 25, 1917.
This was a small group and I didn't know any of them. But
there was one fellow from the Homestead Community I
remember because he was cussing all the way to Camp
Lewis, Washington. His last name was Hansen. He was
killed a few years ago in a car collison with the Neville bus
from Plentywood, at the Homestead intersection on Highway 16. On the trip to Camp Lewis more draftees got on the
train at almost every stop through Montana.
At Camp Lewis, Washington, we were assigned to
Montana National Guard Unit which was called back from
the Mexican border where they had been chasing Pancho
Villa and his bandits. I was in Company L, 163rd Infantry,
41st Division. At Camp Lewis we learned to step out with
our left foot and squads right and left.
From Camp Lewis, Washington, we went to Camp Mills,
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been drafted late in the summer of 1918. But Viggo Petersen
of Reserve, Locater, took us out and showed us what land
was vacant. We found some about seventeen miles west of
Reserve in Township 33, Range 53. The three of us drew
straws to see who was to have which. The nineteenth of
October, 1919, we borrowed a team and wagon from
Sundsteds, loaded a big load of lumber from Eversons
Lumber Yard, and headed west through Riley's Coulee. Otto
Andersen had already moved a house to his claim and we
camped there till we had a house built on Pete's land. Elmer
Denzer, another neighbor, a German from Minnesota, who
had his house built and sixty acres seeded to flax, was also
very good to give a helping hand. During the winter of 1920,
Eric Sundsted put his name on my thousand dollar note at
the bank in Reserve. Carl Holje, who had a hardware store
and also a homestead a mile north of Reserve, was selling
Model T Fords and Fordson Tractors for Nels Markussen,
the Ford dealer in Medicine Lake. That spring I bought a
Fordson tractor and plow from Holje. And that was a real
good deal for me, not because the tractor deal was a bargain,
but I got to know Carl and his family. He was my true friend
until he passed away a few years ago. I could always get help
from him whenever it was needed. That spring I broke up
and seeded eighty acres to flax on Pete's land. Pete was out
painting to support the farm operations. Hans got a
compensation check every month for the one eye he left on
the battlefront somewhere in France. It wasn't fair for him to
put that money into farming, so after building a shack
during the dry summer of 1920, and a big hailstorm in 1921,
he gave his homestead back to the Indians, bought a ticket to
Connecticut, and started driving a taxi again with just one
good eye. He is there yet, far as I know.
I have to tell about "Charlie." Charles Petersen was of
Swedish descent, had come west in the early nineties and
lived amongst the Indians at Poplar. He married an Indian
girl. At that time, if you married an Indian woman, she
usually had a half-section of land, and was also entitled to an
allotment of one hundred and sixty acres for every child she
bore. Charlie had settled with his squaw on his half-section,
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south of my homestead, where there was good spring water.
He had two children with this woman. But when we came
there, his wife and two children were dead. Those that knew
Charlie from years back said he had helped fate put them
away. Charlie had title to about eight hundred acres of land,
but no house. He had disposed of the shack he and his family
had lived in by the spring. He owned a Model T, a little
sorrel saddle horse and a .22 rifle. Being a firebug, he
resorted to dynamite and used strychnine as weapons. He
once told me how to start a prairie fire so you couldn't tell
how it started. He would light a candle, put it in a badger
hole so the flame couldn't go out. Then pile dry grass around
the candle two or three inches below the flame and let the
dry grass reach to the prairie. By the time the candle burned
down Charlie would be miles away on his pony. Charlie
could be very cruel and vicious if he didn't like you, so it was
an advantage to be his friend. He would provide fresh beef
roasts and steaks to the homesteaders in the summertime.
The hides and insides of the stolen beef he would dump in the
Missouri River and the rest of the meat he gave to his many
Indian friends. One day he came back from Poplar with a
new low-wheeled wagon. He asked me if I wanted it. When I
turned down his offer he let another homesteader have it.
Charlie probably got five or ten dollars for it. I think J. P.
Morgan, a financier from the east, who was financing
Thomas Campbell's farm operations north of Brocton during
World War I, paid for the wagon.
During the summer of 1921, I broke up thirty acres on
my claim and seeded it to flax. Then Charlie rented his halfsection to George Omsted from the Archer Community.
Omsted had forty or fifty cows. I had a good cattle dog and
he kept the cattle from eating my flax crop. One day Charlie
and George came to my shack for a visit. I made lunch for
them and they were real friendly. When they rode away on
their horses, they left a nice piece of meat for my dog. Before
they were half a mile away my dog was dead. The meat was
full of strychnine.
After a dry summer in 1920, and a hailstorm in 1921, my
note to the bank in Reserve was not paid. Owing Everson for
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wire, posts and lumber and some to Eidsness for groceries,
another to a bank in Medicine Lake for horses I had bought
on a sale, my venture in farming was just about "on the
rocks."
In the spring of 1922, Carl Holje offered to buy the
Fordson for five hundred dollars if I would throw in two
months of free labor with the deal. I took him up on the offer
and that was where Carl and I became good friends, as long
as he lived. Carl had been hiring his field work done before
that. That spring Carl milked eight cows with just one hand.
He had blood poisoning in one hand. Johnnie Jenson also
worked for Carl that spring. Between Carl, Johnnie, and me,
we kept the Fordson warm twenty-four hours a day. After
spring work was done, Carl said he would loan the Fordson
back to me if I would go back to the homestead and seed
some of the land into crop again. I got John along to help and
we plowed and seeded forty acres of flax, which turned out
real good. I harvested a good crop and prices on flax had
more than doubled since I quit.
After working that summer and fall, Pete and I paid all
our debts and quit the partnership. So we were square with
the world again.
After the fall of 1923, I had another stake built up, and
decided I would make a trip back to the old sod and visit my
old mother and the rest of the family. I came back to the
U.S.A. in the summer of 1924. In the fall, Marie Jacobsen,
whom I first saw almost ten years before, and I decided to
get married. She said she had been waiting for me all that
time. We were married in June of 1925 at the Dagmar
Church. That is the best thing I ever did in my whole life.
After nearly forty-five years of living together, I have never
had one day where I regretted that step. I hope and wish she
can say the same.
When we were married and knew we had to have a place
to call home, I didn't have much choice but to try the old
homestead again. I went to Carl Holje, who had by this time
traded the old Fordson in on a new and better model. He also
had acquired the agency for Case tractors and other farm
implements. It didn't seem right to use a Fordson for his own
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use and then talk a customer into buying a Case tractor, so I
bought the Fordson and plow for five hundred dollars. I also
bought Hans Andreason' s homestead shack with everything
in it, including a brand new Sears, Roebuck cook stove still
in the crate, and a bed with a good mattress. Before we
moved in somebody else needed a cookstove and it had
disappeared, not even leaving the crate. I again contacted
Carl Holje and ordered a new Monarch stove which he let
me have for cost. Marie was happy to get a new stove like
she was used to cooking on. We still have it in our basement.
The first two years after World War I when the Reservation was opened for homesteading, a small group of
Norwegian families from North Dakota settled about twelve
miles west of Reserve. Their names were Adolf Totdahl,
Jonas Froistad, Ole and Engebret Kampen, Mike Mork, Nels
Knudson, Ole Halvorson, and east of there, Olav Vik and
Ole Johnson. Most of them had farmed in North Dakota so
they brought livestock and equipment with them. They
named their community "Rock Springs" because water ran
out from sandstones close to the Totdahl place.
Ole Halversons had no children but both were so friendly
and generous. Ole had a Model T which was a big asset in
those days. Ole and Engebret Kampen lost their wives,
sisters, about the same time, each leaving two boys and a
younger sister. Ole Halversons were good foster parents for
those two girls until they finished high school.
Most of the homestead shacks had just a stovepipe for a
chimney. When the people found out I could build chimneys
that looked straight up and down when they were finished, I
was much in demand for that work.
Nels and Thea Knudson had two boys seven and nine
years old. They both died two days apart in 1921 from
scarlet fever. I was asked to do something I had never done
before, or after either, and that was to make a coffin for
those two boys. Nels Knudson was a carpenter by trade, but
he was so brokenhearted he couldn't make a coffin for his
own boys. They didn't have money to buy one or to buy
new lumber to make one. They had some scrap lumber left
over from an old tar paper shack he had bought in Reserve. I
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cotton pickers in the south. His mother was a black slave and
soon as he could, he ran away from home with a minstrel
show. He sang beautifully. He worked in Minneapolis and
South Dakota, where he got acquainted with Laurence
Larson who later took homestead in Dagmar. John didn't get
land in Dagmar, but when the Reservation was opened for
homesteading he filed on a quarter-section and built a twelve
by twelve foot tarpaper shack for a home . He was a good
cook and liked chickens, so he always had a few of them in
the yard. He couldn't read or write so signed his name with
an "X." He had no idea how old he was. He was coal black.
He often had a twenty gallon crock of homemade beer
brewing, but seldom got it put in bottles or jars because Fred
Summers and more neighbors would show up and tell John
this was Indian territory and the "Revenuers" might come
snooping around . So they all proceeded to destroy the
evidence.
Jens Lund, another homesteader about fifty years of age,
was a tough , stubborn Danish immigrant who had worked
as a farmhand many years in California and Washington. He
now wanted to try farming for himself. His closest neighbors
were Fred Summers and John Wilson. He broke up most of
his land with four horses and a walking plow, and did a better job than some of us did with tractors and riding plows. I
stayed with Jens the winter of 1921 and 1922. We had some
great arguments, mostly about horse farming versus tractor
farming. He was old-fashioned but a good horseman. And I
took to tractors like a duck to water. One day we argued
about Caterpillar tractors. The first ones were built with
front wheels and axles. I had never seen them and said they
were not made that way. He said, "How the hell can you
turn with a tractor that doesn't have any front wheels?" I
never did convince him even after I showed him a picture of
one. He said it was a fake . We even argued about how to eat
oatmeal. I wanted milk on mine and he said milk wasn't
supposed to be eaten. He wanted brown sugar, cinnamon
and a big hunk of butter in the center of his oatmeal. I liked
to have pancakes besides the oatmeal. He said, "Pancakes is
one meal and oatmeal is another. " It was no use to have two
-39-

meals at the same time. He liked to hear a good story.
One day after Christmas it was cold with lots of snow.
He was real grouchy and thought he was getting the flu.
About four o'clock I suggested we walk over and visit Adolf
and Laura Nielsen and maybe spear our supper. It was a
three-mile walk. On the way I told him H. C. Andersen's
fairy tale about "Little Klaus and Big Klaus." I made it last
until we got to Adolf's place. By that time he had forgotten
he was getting the flu and was feeling fine again.
One summer Mrs. Nels Knudson, now a widow, kept
house for Jens. Jens wanted to marry her that summer but
Thea wouldn't marry until she had paid all the debts she was
left with when Nels died. She worked in Seattle most of the
time until she was square with the world again. Then she
came back again and she and Jens were married in April,
1931. Thea was a wonderful helpmate for Jens. They had a
good life together for more than twenty-five years. They
sold out to Elmer Nielsen in 1945 and moved to Craton,
California, where they bought a small house on an acre of
land. They had chickens, a big garden and some fruit trees.
They were lonesome for Montana but had many friends
there in California.
In the spring of 1925 my brother, Carl, came back from
his homestead north of Hinsdale. He had given up. It was
hopeless to make a living there. His only possession was
'Two Bits," his saddle horse. He made his home with us eight
years until he rented land of his own one mile north of us.
And in 1936 he married Agnes Jacobsen, Marie's cousin.
The spring of 1925, Charlie Petersen brought in a new
character, "Montana Ike." Ike came from Musselshell,
Montana, in a covered wagon with five horses and all his
possessions, including all the pieces to make a sulky plow.
Ike had been a sheepherder, but now he and Charlie were
going to try dryland farming. They made their headquarters
by Charlie's spring. Later that summer George Omsted came
along and made his home in the covered wagon with Charlie
and Ike. Marie and I hauled our wash and drinking water
from Charlie's spring. Charlie wasn't mad at me anymore
and he really like Marie .
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Ike was very practical in many ways. When washing
clothes, he threw them in the creek, left them there for a
couple of days, ran them through an old wringer, hung them
on the wagon wheels to dry, and his wash was all done. He
often used the expression, "It will break a man up in
business." So when I suggested he remove some of the rocks
where he was breaking the land, that expression was his
answer. He broke twenty acres in the low places where there
were no rocks. He wanted to seed flax and took the seed to
Elmer Denzer's to have it cleaned. Denzer got mad at Ike and
told him to get to hell out of there. That was bad for Denzer
because he depended on Charlie's water hole for his livestock. Ike, Charlie and George now declared war on Denzer.
Everytime Charlie came back from town he had a few stray
dogs in his Model T. Charlie was a spiritualist and very
superstitious. One afternoon he came to our house and asked
me to come fix his Model T. He had been in town and somebody had worked on it and got it out of time. Marie made
coffee and we visited awhile. When we got to the spring, Ike,
George and eight dogs were all sleeping in the shade of the
covered wagon and Denzer' s cattle were in the water hole.
Charlie said, "I believe God put them all to sleep so those
poor cattle could get water." Denzer sold his cattle shortly
after that.
Frank and Clara Paulbeck, who lived just north of the
Reservation Line, also hauled drinking water from Charlie's
spring. Clara raised turkeys but the coyotes caught them.
Ike, as usual, could see where that would "break a man
up in business" so he suggested she go back to Musselshell with him in the covered wagon. There the turkeys could
roost in the trees where the coyotes couldn't get them. Frank
didn't like that idea. Next time he came for water he and Ike
got into an argument. Frank was a big, husky man and Ike
• had a crippled arm so he went to the wagon and brought out
a pistol, fired a few shots and Frank took off, lickety-split.
Clara didn't go to Musselshell with Ike but stayed in business
by the spring until fall. Then he left and we never saw him
again.
George Omsted died shortly after. Charlie died two years
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later at Dick Smith's home. Before he died he sent Carl
Walking Eagle to our place for Marie and I to come see him.
He wanted to live with us and he would give us all his land.
He thought if he could get some of that water from his
beloved spring he could get well again. We had just a twelve
by fourteen foot shack and my brother, Carl, had his home
with us too, so we turned down his offer.
The summer of 1925 was dry again. We broke up another
eighty acres and seeded to flax. Thomas and Ella Sundsted
gave us a good milk cow as a wedding present and Marie's
parents gave us two twin calves, so we needed a barn, which
we managed to build on credit. Thomas and Ella came to
visit us one day during the summer and Tom asked me if I
didn't need money. I told him fifty dollars would look pretty
good. He wrote a check for two hundred dollars. He was a
grand fellow and a good friend to have. When Racine Valley
Threshing Co. offered me a job as separator man and Marie
a job in the cook car we were glad to get it. But when we
were ready to leave for our new jobs I saw tears roll down
Marie's cheeks. She hated to leave our little home.
After a dry summer and little to show for our summer's
work, I was ready to pull up stakes again and look for
greener pastures, but Marie talked me out of that notion and
thought we should stay put.
To get our supply of coal for the winter was a long and
hard chore. We could get it several places twelve miles
northwest of Medicine Lake. The first years we dug it in the
green coulee twelve miles from home. Jens Lund, Adolf
Nielsen and I would pool our horses and man power. It
took us a week to scrape and uncover about fifty ton of coal.
After that we could pick and dig enough coal so we each had
a wagonload to take along home. We left home before
daylight and came home long after dark. One or two years
the county helped us out by letting us have a caterpillar and
Charley King as cat skinner and George Aasved to take the
top dirt off. Then people came from far and near to get coal.
Ole Nielsen from east of Homestead hauled his winter supply
from there with horses.
After that nature must have decided I needed more
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confidence as a farmer, for the years 1926, '27, and '28 were
more bounteous to us. We had good crops. By the fall of
1928 we built an addition to the house, got a Model A car
and truck, a 15-30 tractor and other supplies that were sorely
needed. When the stock market crash came in 1929 that was
felt all over the world, we were well situated.
In 1928 we also got some roads built from Reserve and
west. This we thank Carl Holje for. He spent time and
money pushing Frank French, our county commissioner at
that time. When we had the roads we could also get a mail
route, which was a big improvement for the community.
Cliff Hansen was our first mail carrier.
The biggest thing that happened to Marie and me in 1928
was when that little man-child, Glenn Jacobsen, came to stay
with us. His mother, our sister-in-law, died about a year
after he was born. He was three months old when we got
him. As we never had children of our own, he was a great
joy to us, and has been ever since. He married a wonderful
girl, Bernice Brenteson, in 1951 and they took over the farm,
making their home there and raising a family of their own.
We enjoy this family so very much now when we are old and
facing our sunset.
In the dirty thirties we got along pretty good. We had
cows, pigs, chickens, geese and turkeys, and usually a good
garden. Marie's father passed away in 1931 and her mother
made her home with us until she passed away in 1940. She
and Glenn spent a lot of time together. She also made very
good butter so we sold enough butter and cream to pay for
our groceries. My brother, Carl, stayed with us until he
started farming on his own in 1933.
In the thirties we had something else most of us took too
much for granted. That was our grand mailman for sixteenand-a-half years, Jimmie Hendersen. He is the most cheerful
person I have ever met. And now after living neighbor to
him and his wife Thelma eighteen years here in Reserve, we
still enjoy his cheerful disposition and talks off and on.
Sometimes on his route, when he shoveled lots of snow in
blizzard conditions, I would tell Marie, "No mail today," but
when I checked the box, there was the mail. He did other
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things that didn't come under mail service. On the back of an
envelope he would jot down special news items that
happened in town and especially election returns. He would
haul our cream cans to the depot and return the empty ones;
take our plough lays to the blacksmith and bring them back
sharpened; other essentials too he would bring. Your
Whoopee corning over the hill in the wintertime was a
welcome sight. Thanks, Jimmie.
Two miles west of us lived Knute Knudsen and his wife
Bertha. Knute was big and easygoing so we called him Big
Knute. Another Knute Knudsen living farther west was
called Little Knute. Big Knute was not skillful in gathering
wealth for his family, but he was a good worker and a
wonderful neighbor. Bertha made the best homemade bread
one could wish for. Their door was always open to anyone
that needed food or shelter. One time Knute and Bertha
drove to Plentywood with team and wagon. Bertha went
shopping and Knute to the saloon . When time to go home,
Knute hitched up his team and started for home without
Bertha. A few miles out of town he remembered Bertha had
come too. He turned back, put the horses back in the livery
barn and hunted up Bertha. He asked her if she was ready to
go home and never told her, until long after, that he started
for home without her. We had many good whist games with
Knute and Bertha. Oscar Lovelock and Swede Sorum, who
worked the Duck Coal Mine for awhile, had their home with
Knute and Bertha for some years. After Knute passed away
Bertha married Swede. But now she has passed away, too,
and Swede lives alone. We enjoy talking to him off and on in
Plentywood.
Dutch Kazeck was our local "moonshiner" to the north of
us. He rented land from Paluzski. He was the same size as
Big Knute so when the two of them worked on W .P.A. they
called them the Gold Dust twins.
Adolf and Laura Nielsen, who lived seven miles east of us,
were some of our best friends. They moved to Plentywood
Manor a few months ago. Adolf was our butcher in the community. We usually saved the blood from pigs when we
butchered so we could have blood sausage and a big party.
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Some of the guests had to see who could eat the most
sausage. Adolfs and us often talk about the good times we
had in the early days.
Adolf and I made one trip to Medicine Lake we will not
forget. Swift and Armour sent a man to Medicine Lake to
grade our dressed turkeys. This way we would save shipping
and commission charges. It was close to Christmas with lots
of snow and bitterly cold. I started from home, 4:00 a.m.,
with a dozen dressed turkeys. I just bought a new widetracked sleigh and that was a mistake as it couldn't follow
the old narrow sleigh tracks, so by the time I came to
Adolf's, my team was played out. At daylight we started
from Adolf's, with his team and narrow-tracked sleigh,
across country to follow the line of least resistance. But when
we came to fences we had to take the wire down, cross over,
and hang it up again. We came to Medicine Lake, 4:00 p.m.,
cold and tired. Most of the farmers in Sheridan County that
had turkeys to sell were in Medicine Lake, so we couldn't
find an empty horse stall. Nels Miller, the blacksmith, was a
good friend of mine. He let us put the team in his shop overnight. Our turkeys were frozen solid and the buyer didn't
want frozen turkeys, so we decided to ship to a commission
firm in Chicago. Bill Deem, the depot agent, provided
shipping crates, got his potbellied stove red hot, and we
thawed the turkeys enough to pack them for shipping. After
eating, we headed for the saloon. We needed something to
bolster our morale. We encountered J. 0. Johnson, the
implement dealer, who had a problem he wished to unload
on somebody. He was even willing to throw in a few drinks
in the bargain. He had taken pity on a young school teacher
from North Dakota who came in on the train to Medicine
Lake. She was pregnant and her boyfriend had run out on
her when she told him what the results would be. She knew
he had holed up with a sister and her husband who lived in
our community. Now she was trying to track him down.
After a few hot ones things looked more rosy to us and we
promised to take her along. We got up at 4 o'clock next
morning. It was too cold to stay in bed, forty degrees below
zero. When we came to pick up our passenger we realized
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she wasn't dressed warm enough for an eight hour, open
sleighride in forty below zero weather. We settled her in
some leftover hay with a borrowed lantern and covered her
with horse blankets. Now she could sit there and atone for
her sins for more than eight hours. Every so often when one
of the horses would stop to take a leak, she would open up
from her nesting place and ask us why we Stopped. Adolf
would grin and leave me to answer her question. I believe I
told her one of the horses was short-winded and had to rest.
We delivered our passenger in good shape at her destination
but, lo and behold, her friend had left. Adolf and I often talk
about that trip to Medicine Lake with turkeys.
Pete Madsen, the painter, my farming partner from 192021, married Hazel Johnson, one of the youngest of the
Johnson girls from Racine Valley, in Dagmar in the fall of
1924. They lived in the Dagmar Community until 1927, when
Pete put his paint brushes in cold storage, and they moved to
his homestead on the Reservation. Marie and Hazel had
worked together in Sundsted's cook car during threshing in
1924 and had become good friends. So she was glad when
they moved out here and became our neighbors. Pete was
not cut out to be a farmer and Hazel, who was raised on a
farm and knew all about cows and horses, had to help him a
lot with the farm work. They had three small children and
Hazel was not well. After the stock market crash in 1929,
with small crops and still smaller prices, it was tough going
for most of us, but it was too much for Pete and Hazel.
When Hazel died in the spring of 1933, Pete had no choice
but to move to someplace where the children could start
school and he could try to earn their living by his profession
as a painter, which he was very good at. Pete was a perfectionist all the way and it was hard for him not to do a job
the way it should be done. We had been pals in Denmark
during our apprenticeship, in our different professions. I left
Denmark a year before he did. When I wrote him how well I
liked it in America, he came the following year. A few years
after Hazel died, Pete bought Ray Kallak's homestead house
on the Reservation, had it moved to Plentywood where he
made his living by his profession as long as he was able to
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Jens and Marie's SQ:h anniversary on June 12, 1975.
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work. Before he died, April 15, 1964, he lived with his
daughter, Mae, and son-in-law, Delmar Andersen, in
Dagmar for two or three years. We were friends for more
than fifty years.
Hjalmer Madsen and Verner Jensen were another two
veterans that took homesteads on the Reservation. They
both built shacks on their land, but Hjalmer's wife wouldn't
live out there, so they bought a farm in the Volmer community. Verner Jensen stayed for two years, but a souvenir
in the form of a piece of schrapnel affected his mentality at
times. He gave his homestead back to the Indians, went back
to Denmark, where he married, and bought a little farm . He
lived happily with his wife and two daughters, far as I know.
Now more than fifty-five years have gone by since I first
came to Montana, and I am grateful to Providence for having
had the privilege and experience of being an immigrant and
homesteader
on
Montana's
pra1ne,
and
seeing
transportation change from "Montana Ike's" covered wagon,
to fellows going to the moon in less time than Ike could drive
from here to Musselshell; from hauling all our household
water in wooden barrels several miles from a spring, to
having it hot or cold at your fingertips in your home; and
have the homes change from sodhouses and tarpaper shacks,
to well-insulated and warm houses, with all the modern conveniences anyone could wish for. And, best of all , a good
woman to share it with.
-Jens Lind
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